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CHRISTMUAS CHIMES,

“Chime! CAdme’ Curn! CHIME!

The winter winds blow chllly,

Through the long wud dreary night;
But the old chareh bolls rlnﬁ gnlly

1n the gray, dim worning lght,
In the moanlight cold and gleaning,

Shines the wlhite sud sparkling snow ;
And the morning suniight blendeth

With the benrth-tire's ruddy glow |

Whbme ! Chisse! Ciave ! CHIME ™
Sound bells of the holy Chirlstimas time,
Wake with your musie the echoes that sleep!
Whore in lee-fettored fountains,
Or "midd the gray mountains,
Thelr sobonn watel Keep!
Ring out your gladndes o'vr Llllslde nod main g
Riong! til  the Now Year's bells echo the

strain,
Toll! for the Old Year's record of wrong;
Wall! for Its losses o sgonleed song ;
Chant! s giad peon for victories won,
And an authem of bope for the duys that will
ot

“Chine! Chime' Coune ! CHIME!
Flash ruddy fires ! {u your roseate light,
Weave us tuir pletures of momories bright,
Golden and warm let the yule log burn;
As the pages of mumaory’'s tablot we turn,
Some of those pages are blottod with sing
Wrong bas been wrought sivee the old year
came in:
Evll boen doue sinee the last Christmas time,
Haods then unspotted sloce erimsoned with
crime;
Hearts have grown colder to truth and to love,
Bartered for triftes thelr birthright above.
Tearsprinkled pages, that whisper of loss—
Of weariog the “toaorn erown,” and beariug the
CTUM |
Pages o'or which bitter tears have been wept;
Pages on which the glad sbunsulve has siept—
Puges so proclous | the wealth of the seas,
Never could tenipt us to parting with these!

“Chime! Chime’ Conve! CHIME!

Dock the walls with greon aod holly,
Heap still more the Christmas fires!

Build SOUr castles midd the embors,—
Glowing turrets, flaming-spires !

Bring the gifts of love snd tricodship;
True heart tokens ot them be;

One aod all with joyuis [aces,
Gather vound the Clirlstmas tree!

"Tis the Lirth-day of the “Clrist-child ;"
For Lis sake we Keep our Teast,

Tuey that scok shall surcly find bim
Lo! bis star is v the cast !

“Chimie ! Chle’ i ! CHIME !

J. W, F.

RUTH'S ROMANCE.

CHAPTER L

‘Here's a letter from your aunt Ra-
chel, I think," Murs. Nugent said, as she
looked over the letters the postman had
just brought on his morning round. It
bears the Winsted postmark,’

Ruth took the letter, and went to the
window to read it, wondering what
Aunt Rachel wanted now. She never
wrote unless she wanted something.

It read:

‘My dear niece Ruth: 1 am lonesome
this summer, | want you to come and
stay with me a month, | know that you
can leave those unruly children, if you
will, and the change will do you good.
You need it, 1 feel sure, 1 shull expect
you by the first of next week.  You see
1 am counting on vour coming, and
shall be greatly disappointed if you. do
not come. [ have plans for you, snd
you will do well to think twice, or three
times, before making up your mind that
you ‘ean’t afford it.” 1 know you'll
say that; but the trath is, my dear Ruth,
that you can't afford to stay at home.
More than You dream of t]vfn'll'l-w npHn
your coming to Winsted this summer.

our step-mother can get ulong for «
month withodt you, T know. 1 am your
sunt, your father’s only sister, and |

have n right to you for as much as »
month. 1 insist on exercising that right
now. Jonas will be at the station for
you on Monday evening.

‘Expecting you, I am your old

*AUNT RacuEL.

Ruth read the letter, and steaightway
vision of the old Winstead meadows,
and the great hills beyond, both flooded
with the sunshine of & New England
summer day, rose before her. She
could feel the cool, sweet air blowing
about her, and smell the clover, and
bear ring of scythes, as the mowers
sharpened them in the great fields down
by the river.

*Oh, I would like to go,' she thought.
‘But I don't see how [ can afford to!
There! ['ve said just what Aunt Rache)
predicted!”

‘Well," Mrs. Nugent said inquiringly.
‘What does she write, Ruth?

*She wants me to come up to Winsted
for a month," answered Ruth,

‘And no one else,” exclaimed Mrs,
Nugent, pettishly. ‘I think [ never saw
s more selfish woman than your Aunt
Rachel is, Ruth.’

*‘Aunt Rachel is peculiar,” admitted
Ruth.

*Peculinr? 1 should say she was very
peculinr,’ said Mrs. Nugent, rather
scornfully, ‘Il always tried 1o use her
well when she came 1o visit us. She
has never set foot in the house since

our futher died, nor asked me to visit

er. I suppose she thinks the Nuogents
were few rounds above the Fieldings
in the social ladder, and now that your
father is dend, there’s no need of her
patropizing me. 1'd have her to know
that the Fieldings occupied guite as good
a position in soviety as the Nugents ever
did. It is true that we wern't wealthy,
but we were respectable, and I don't
know of any older family than ours.’

‘Except Adam's,’ laughed Ruth. ‘Or
was he a Fielding?'

‘You needn’t imitate your aunt by
ridiculing my family," said Mrs, Nugent,
loftily, and with sharp accents in  her
voice. ‘L will do your father the justice
to say that he never seemed to think be
bad married beneath him.'

‘1 have never heard Aunt Rachel say
that she thought so,” said Ruth.

*It is quite evident that she does think
80," responded Mrs. Nugeot. ‘But if
she doesn’t want me to visit her, of
course I don't want to. I mever go
where [ do not thiok I am a welcome
visitor. What else did she write?'

*You can read the letter,' answered
Ruth, banding it to ber,

Mrs. Nugent read it through twice.

‘I wonder what her plans are, that
she's so mysterious about?' she said, at
last. ‘I think you'd better go, Rath.’

Mrs. Nugent had seen possible advay-
tages to herself resulting from s compli-
ance with’ Aunt Rachel’s request on the

art of Ruth. Miss Nugent was wealthy,

uth was her only niece. If Ruth
leased ber, she might **do something™

r her. And from whatever she did for
Ruth, Mrs. Nugent expected to reap a
benefit.

“You oan have a vacation of & month
or two,' she went on. ‘I oan see that
fou nead it.  Of course there's no tell-

ng what her plans are, but they may be

something which will be of great advan-
tage to you, She onght to help you, she
has so much money, and we are so poor.,
You have a right to expect she wilf.'?o

‘T don't think so,' said Ruth. “When
grandfathor Nugent died, his property
was equally divided between Aunt
Rachel and father. She has been fortu-
nate, and added to hers, while father
was 8o unfortunste as to lose almost
everything. She was not o blame for
it, and is under no obligations to help
us, a0 long, at least, as wo oan help our-
nelves.’

¢ not,' asid Mrs. Nugent, in a
tone “told she was not convinoed,
‘But I should suppose she would help

you, for she has no one to eare for but
erself. I never conld understand how
some peaple can be so selfish,’
Ruth wrned her face to the window
und smilod softly. She wns wondering
Lif her step-mother thought of consist-
ency when she talked of other people’s
selfishness.
Mr. Nugent had been dead six yeonrs,
Two vears hefore his death he had lost
| nearly all his property, The little that
wis left wus hnn-‘} sufficient to support
Ruth and her step-mother. To eke out
the seanty income, Ruth, for the past
two vears, had taught a little sehool to
which children of from eight to twelve
veurs came. In this way she earned
enough to make herself and step-mother
comfortable.  But Mrs. Nugent was
not satisfied with being comfortably fed
and elothed, even if it cost her not the
least effort.  She sighed for days of
vanished grandenr, and could never talk
of the past without sevming, in 8 meas-
nre, to blame her husband for the loss
{ for which be was not responsible.  That
{ nlwnys touched Ruth in & sore spot. She
lad loved her father dearly, and she
knew that the thought that he was to
leave his wife and daughter with so lit-
tle of this world's goods had made the
lust vear of his life s sorrowful one. I
| he had speculated and lost, if he hand
| been reckless in the investment of his
money, then she might have had resson
! 1o blame him,” Ruth thought, ‘But he
| was always enreful, and when ruin came
! to him ns it did to hundreds of others as
cureful ns himself, it was not of himself
that he thonglit, but of ns.’
Mrs. Nugent had always been a help-
less woman, She never depended up-
| on herself, always upon others, She
was one of those persons who seem  to
| consider that the world owes them a
iving.  They are not very particular
how it comes, or where it comes from,
s0 long s they got it.  Like all others
[ of this ¢lass, she was not satisfied with
| what she received.  She sighed for
more, and in listening to her, vou would
get the ides that she telt herself cheated
out of what was justly her due. Rachel
| Nugent was wealthy., She bad no one
| to expend her wealth on save herself,
and her tastes were not u-\’u'llﬁil’l.' 0ones,
See lived alone in a little country vil-
lngre where the cost of living was pext
to nothing. She might help them, if
she would, Mrs. Nugent was always
thinking. She oughit to,  What good
didd her wenlth do hee?

Aunt Rachel's allusion to **plans,” in
the letter Ruth had just received, gave
her step-mother to hope that at last she
was guing to “do something™ for her
niece.  Rather than have the chanco of
having something “*done for them' lost,
she would stay at home alone, great as
the inconvenience would be, while Ruth
wenl to Winsted,

It won't cost a great deal,’ she said.
You won't need any new clothes for
that little country town. It will be
vy lonesomae here, of course, “’ilh you
gone: but | can manage to get along
quite comfortably. Write to her that
you #re coming.”

Rutlh Konew her
vnotgh to undersiand
thinking about. It was not the pleasure
Ruth would receive from the wisit, but
the prospect of tangible nssistance.

‘Well, if you think you can get along
without me for & month, 1 will go,” she
sabd, 1 would like to," she added,
frankly

“Then go,” answered Mrs. Nugent.

So it was decided that Ruth was togo
10 Winsted, and that afternoon a letter
was written to aunt Rachel, telling her
lllml her visitor would he there on Mon-
day

step-mother  well
what she was

CHAPTER 11.

That evening Ruth was sitting st the
inno, singing bits of old songs softly to
Ln-r-nlf, wru-u the door<bell rang. She
got up from the instrument with a soft
ight in her eves, She knew whose
ring it was,

‘It's nobody but Haviland, 1 think.
Mr=. Nugent said watching Ruth keen-
Iy ns she said it

But if the words touched a sensitive
spot in Ruth’s heart, she did not let her
fnee show it

The vizitor came in as one does who
is & frequent ecaller. Ruth went to meet
him with an outstretched hand, and
welcome in her face.

*You haven't been here for a long
time,” she said.  °1 began to think you
had forgotten us.”

‘I have been out
Haviland answered.
afternoon.’

He sat down near Ruth, and they foll
to talking. At first they tried to include
Mrs. Nugent in the conversation, but
she refused to take part. She pretend-
o to he deeply interested in her book.
The truth was, she did not like Havi-
land. She was afraid he wanted to
marry Ruth. If she married & poor man,
what was she to gain by it?

of town,” Robert
‘1 eame back_this

‘I nm going away." Ruth answered,
presently.

‘Going awayv? cried Robert. “‘Not for
long, 1 (Fmgm?‘

‘Ohno,’ answered Ruth, laughingly.
‘Only for s month. But you can't
imagine how much enjoyment I mean
to erowd in that little space of time, |
mean to climb all the Winsted hills, 1
shall tramp the country over, from one
end of the town to the other. 1 shall
come back tanned and sunburnt, possibly
freckled. Think of that! with & lsugh
of childish suticipation. *Away from
the city. and the school, for a month—a
whole month!*

‘It will seem a long time to us,' he
said, folding the empty sleeve that had
fullen into his lap scross his breast
again. ‘1 am glad you are going,
though. You need rest, and 1 expect
to see you come back with more color
in those cheeks. There has been o
little there, of Iste. You work too
hard."™”

‘Well, it's work or starve,” laughed
Ruth. ‘I don't care for hard work,
though. 1 like to be doing mmethln%.
[ believe the man who earns his daily
bread by honest hard work, respects
himsell s good deal more than he Would
if he got a living by somebody else’s la-
bor.  It's the same with a woman. She
feels, thon, that ahe stands on the same
iooting that other people do. She has
proved her ability 1o take care of her-
self, her independence, and she feels
proud to know that by her own Individ-
ual efforts she has sccomplished that
which 1 am sorry to see s0 many women
are contented to leave to other
HOX.

‘I shouldn't be surprised to learn that
you were going into the lecture-field
with o talk on the ‘Advancement of
Woman,' or something of the kind,' said
Robert, with a smile.

“There's no danger of that,” answered
Ruth. “If I were to lecture on #such a
subject, the advancement 1 would urge
would be, that women try to do some-
thing for themselves. [ am ashamed
when I think how many of them
content 1o exist ku-. it
would only go to and learn
much swester the bread tastes that
have earned with your own hands,

iiss

the bread of dependonce does, 1 should
feel that the sern of advancement we
hear of so often  really dawned. Men
work: why should not women #*
“They do,” snid Robert. *The house-
.uhlI hus Plnm v of chance for noble In-
vor in it

Yes, | geont that,'  answered
Ruth. ‘But  not  all women have
households to  labor  in. Before

they find a field of labor there, there are
chances for most of them to work in
other fields. 1 don't say this because 1
have to work, and am envious of those
who do not. I am glad to earn my way.
I suy it beenuse 1 see women every day,
who are dead weights on poor men's
hands. They might help, if t]iu(ey would.
But they seem to think it would disgrace
them to work. T hta' suy they are oo
proud to, by their actions. [ don't like
such pride. It isu't roally pride; its real
nume is selfishness, or enreless indiffer-
ence to the welfare of those whose inter-
ests should be as dear to them as their
own. If & woman could help her hus-
band, and did so, I should say that there
was an exhibition of true pride. She
was too proud to be s helpless burden on
his himtll:.‘

‘Bravo!' laughed Robert. I like,
and agree with your sentiments; but 1
frankly admit that I am afraid of strong-
minded women,” ns we know the clasy
from the lecture-platform. Youare sure
you'll never be one of them?'

*Yes, quite sure of that,’
Ruth.

“Then 1 shall not be afraid of you,’
Robert said, with a smile that brought
the wild-rose color into Ruth's cheeks
again, ‘Do you kuow, 1 am seltish
voough to be thinking this moment how
ium"a;ome i w]iih be without 5ou?l |
ought to be ‘'ou are going, In-
lli'ﬁ'll. I am g].lEl. bu%l keq) glziuﬁlng of
how much there will be miss.’

‘A month will be over almost before
you konow it," answered Ruth, her eyes
drooping benesth his steady guze that
held a tender meaning in it I wish
you could go somewhere for sucha
month's rest as | shall have. It would
do youso much guod.  You need it more
than 1 do.’

‘1 believe I could do better work,
after it,” he s=aid. ‘But it's out of the
question. Yon will bhave to enjoy
envugh for both of us. Perhaps, in
that way, I shall enjoy it, too. [ often
think that whatever is a source of good
to one we care for, is a direot source of
good 1o us because of a close sympathy
which feels and appropristes that which
is given to snother It comes to us
through them. Some subtle medium
transmits it becauss of the tie between
us, sud we feel and nre benefited by that
which another experience.’

‘1 shall be glad wo enjoy for you, then,'
she said, softly.

‘What were you singing when | came
in?' hensked, by and by. *Robin Adair,
wasn't it?

‘Yes, | think so,"” she answered. ‘1
had been wandering about in a book ot
old songs, and it made me think of sunt
Rachel's garden.  She loves old-fashion-
el flowers, you know. There are holly-
hocks there, and lilacs, and sweetbrier
toses, and pinks—pinks everywhere.
When you get up early in the morning,
you breathe wir that is scented with pink-
fragrance. and it is like wine. |1 like
oli-fashioned fowers, and 1 like old
sOnLrs,

“Then we'll try Robin Adair,’ he said,
going to the piano,

‘How hrave and noble he looks,' she
thought, as she glanced shyly at him,
standing there with  his empty sleeve
across his breast, and with a grave, ten-
der light in his eyes.

‘Here's the song,” he said, turning
over the pages of lhu.- book to the place
where she had left a leaf of geranium to
mark the place where she had been sing-
ing.

**What's this dull town to me?" he

answered

hummed. I shall be singing that all
the time you're gone, ?::.- anid,
**Robin’s not here.” You shall be Ro-

bin to me.’

She sat down to the piano, with a soft
smile on her face. There was a quiej,
happy light in her eyes. Robert won-
dered if .-ﬁu- could be thinking the same
thoughis that made such s warm spot in
his heart, He believed she was. Her face
seemed to say so.

Watching him, from behind her book.
Mrs, Nugent saw him looking at the
girl's face oftener than at the words of
the song they were singing.

‘He'll ask her to marry him before
long,” she said to herself, with a scorn-
ful curl of the lip. *And she'll be fool
(‘l'lnl:Fh to say yes to it. I should think
she'd seen enough of pinching and plan-
ning to muke one dollar go as far as two.
If he had anything, it wouldn’t look quite
so foolish to murry a one-armed man;
hut when that man is as poor as a church
mouse!— humph!" and Mrs. Nugent,
utterly ignoring all question of love in
the case, expressed her opinion of it by

n shrug of her shounlders, and an extrs
upward curve of her not strictly Grecian
n

ose,
‘Il will keep this in memory of the
evening and the song,' he said, lifting
the geranium leaf from the keys upon
which it had fallen.

*And you shall have this to go with
it," she said taking a cluster of purple
hellotrope from her hair,

*Thank you,' he said, gravely. ‘In
years to come, 1 will show you leaf and
Howur, and ask you if you have forgot-
ten to-night.’

‘I shull remerber,’ she said. I am
not one o forget easily.’

‘I shall not see you again before you
go,' he said. ‘I have to luave town to-
morrow, to be gone until Tuesday. So
I must say -bye now.’

He t.ool‘: er unresisting hand in his,
and held it for 8 moment, silently. She
eould feel his eyes upon her, and dared
not look up, but & rosy color made her
cheeks bright.

‘Good-bye," he sald, 'and God bless

ou.” It would have sounded

or most men *o have sald -bye for
a month in that grave way, but it did
not to Ruth, coming from the man she
loved.

Then their hands parted, snd Robert
Haviland was gone.

I'ﬂl BE CONTINUED. ]

“NOTHING BUT A BowL."—A very
curious story is told of the late sickness
of Hon. Thomns A. Hendricks, mnhd'-

All up and down the shining sands

Wi shy 1
And .m""fum esiiaitog volos,
Not tug friends from foss.

““Uh, bave souty M iy s
HLI!:W%}M"M -

Bhe left him to me when she died,
And bade me be his mother—

“Our mother. 8he [rowus out of heaves
u?mm“mmmumh

Untll I dod her

Ty & few wooks ago''—
!hmhuhm«wu‘t‘:u«(:rl:l.f

“I laid him on the soft warm sand
Asleep, and had no fears.

“1 only went u lttle -:{‘,‘
And sat behind that stone,

Writlng to Willlam Boverley,
That s to India gose.

“He will come back and marry me,
He says, (o two years more;

I shall bo then buf just eighteen,
And he scarce twenty-four.

“Hnt can be marry me!” she ahricks—
“Me that was Fanged! 1 mean

They would have me, but perbaps
Bomebady told the Queen,

“And she sald—w 1 do not know |
I think 1 slept or d

And wolke up in & world of dresms
Most ble and wide.

“1 d4d not kill the boy," she means;
“I only ket bim here—

F bim—and the tide flowed Lo
And ebbed out—uo one noar.

“Not guilty ! oh, my lord, my lord,
Not gulity ' sob'ilng wild;

“1 ouly let him fout uway
And drown—my mother's child!

“And s iy mother made them sbut
Ou me the prison door,

TH 1 was dead; yet now, It seems,
1w alive ouce more.

*1 walk along the shinlug sands,
I biear bils shout of joy ;

I know I'll dod bim viry $oom,
My little darling boy.

So ou she goes with cautions tread,
And eaguer eyes and wild,
But pever, never will she flod
The Uttle drowned child
~Dhixau Monock Ceaix,

O —

Christmas In Central Africs.
Harper's Magnzine.

Christmas is a delightful season in
Christian lands, especially when the bal-
ance of presents and dinners s in one's
favor, and the tin horn erop among the
children has been a failore. Very dif-
ferent is Christmas in  heathen lands,
where the uses of the stocking are un-
known, sand Christmas trees are hung
with unfortunate travelers and unap-

recisted missionaries instead of glitter-
ing and showyjpresents. Think of Christ-
mas in the region of the north pole,
where the night Iasts for six months, so
that even the ablest of the Esquimaux
can not distinguish Christmas-eve from
Thanksgiving night, nor Christmas
morniog from Washington's Birthday or
Decoration day!  Even more depressing
is Christmas in Central Africs, as n dis-
tinguished English truveler once discoy-
ered to his mingled sorrow and danger.

The traveler was a good and nobie
man. He was engaged in discovering
fresh lakes, new Kinds of cannibals, and
original sources of the Nile in the heart
of Africa, and his only desire was o do
good to the human raee, and o prove
that the maps made by other travelers
were all wrong. He had been three
vears in the Durk Continent. and, hav-
ing suffered incessantly from fever.
sturvation. the rude embraces of lions
and elephants, the bites of deadly ser-
pents, and the cruelties of native kings,
wns nearly worn out.  He arrived late
one afternoon on the shore of a mighty
lnke which no other white man had ever
seen, and which was at least five hun-
dred miles distant from any of the vari-
ous localities in which European mn[l-
makers had previonsly placed it. He
lay down under the shadow of the trees,
faint with all the warious things tha
predispose a man to be faint in Central
Afriea, but exulting in the "h"“l{km that
he would compel the map-makers to
nce Lake Mjambwe where he wanted
it, and not where they selfishly im-
agined that it would present the most
picturesque appearance. Suddenly he
remembered that it was the 24th of
December, and  that  Christmas-eve
wonld naturally arrive in the course of
the next two hours. The thought sad-
dened him. He glanced at his bare
feet—for his sapply of stockings had
long since given out—and he thought
of the happy homes in England, where
the children were preparing to hang up
their mother's Iargest stoc in&n. while
he must spend the blessed Christmas
senson among savage heathen and un-
trained animals, He felt st that mo-
meunt that he would give his new lake
for an hour in his English home, and
ho covered hia face with his bands and
sobbed himself asleep.

When he awoke it was broad day-
light. The woods were vocal wil.hl}:lb
rots who incessantly remarked, *‘Polly
wants a oracker,”’ and ostriches, and
other tropical birds, each singing at the
top of its voice. On the bosow of the
lake floated immense native canoes
bearing ies of excursionists, the
music of whose accordeons and brujoes
came over the water to the wearied
traveller., He was hungry, and felt in
his pockets for his quinine pills, but
they were all gone. He tried to rise to
his feet, but he was too weak and rheu-
matic to rise without belp, so he sank
back murmuring, **'Tis ‘ard, ‘ard in-
deed, to die on Christmas among the
‘eathen.”

The sound of women's voices roused
bhim. Three native women, clad only
with the tsetse and pombo worn by their
sex in that partof Africs, emerged from
the forest on their way to draw water
from the lake. They saw the traveller,
and one of them, moved with compas-
sion, sang, in & low, mournful tone:
“The poor white trash done come to
Afries. He haso't no mother for to fr;
hominy for him, nor no wife for to

to the store with a jug."' Enfeebled ns
he was the traveller knew that this was
wrong, for he had read Mungo Park's

and be could not belp remark-
ing, “You women don't sing that song
us it ought to be sung.”

‘Sing it yourself. then,' retorted the

ana. It will be remembered is
phy;liil:lun snid that h't; l}:‘;:w AN singer in &. o:ld. heartieas w m.g
was fmposs On the very day, J wretohed white man to perish.

the
tale runs, to which the medical prophota
in attendance had limited his “IWO. [y
blunt old granger—also s doctor after
a fushion—called to pay him a farewell

visit. After a ¢ interview the
ooun practitioner thought he would
take n look at mm" which
was nhout to termi illustrious

friend’s life. He did so: stared

m mouthed, for & m::;. and then
an t t an

nant thum ulg.r::lmd out: “m

MI a boil.”" Surely enough,Mr. Hen-

WRA YOry soon the

road to recovery,

The eruelty of the woman made the
traveler so indignant that he resolved to
make one more tremendous effort for

life. !!ann:ﬁdlorhe,aﬂar
exertions and the use of many sc

one with & musieal Instrument in his|

hand. The one who sat in the middle
looked fiercely at the traveller, and de-
:snmlnd‘:fﬂhlp ;ul‘pums what. was the

Al nst him.

;ll:::r wlllu‘i!hnwlullh Mr. Johusing,'
briefly rep e Inrgest of the two
r-nnnl{ml-.

‘Mr. Bones--1 should say, prisoner,’
began the king, *‘what do you suy for
yourself?

‘I am a white man,’ replied the wrav-
eller; *but I “sven’t 'ad gny soup for
years, so 1 plead hextenuating cirenm-
stances, ides, I am ‘ungry. Will
Yyou not give me some brenkfnst?'

The king's {ace grew bright with rage
—for it could not grow any darker than
it was-~und be wrued o his brother

kings, and conversed with them rapidly
lulii: rare | 222

Mjumbwe tongue. They were
evidently discussing the fate of the
traveller, for presently the middle king
cleared his throst, and said:

‘Prisoner, you have forfeited your
life, but we are disposed to be merciful.
You ought properly to be baked ulive,
und afterwurd eaten, but we shall pro-
nounce a lighter sentence. You will
listen attentively while we sing the
opening chorus and the favorite planta-
tion melodiea, snd you will guess every
conundrum and lsugh at every joke.
b'al{ 1 not wisely, Brother Bones?

unanimous “Yah! yah!" from the
other kings expressed their warm ap-
proval.

“No! uo!" eried the traveler, in an
agony of fear. “Give me some little
show. Burn me, if you will, but do not
torture me on this ‘oly Christmas morn-
ing with {uur hawful songs and vonun-

rums. |'ve "eard them ull st ‘ome,™
And in bis desperation the wretched
maun fell on his knees before the native
King who had pronounced the dreadful
seatence.  That mouarch, indiguant be-
yond measure, raised bix guitar and
struck the traveler a terrible blow over
the heud. The whole earth seemed to
reel, and the doomed white man beoame
unconscious.

When he regained his senses he found
himself sitting on the shore of the lake
where he had sut the night before. A
young man neatly dressed in European
clothes stood before him, and remarked,
ilp a graceful way, “Mr. Jones, | be-
ve,

*And you are Mr. Smith, | dessay,”
replied the traveler. **'Ave you got
anything to heat with you?"'

The young mun had been sent to find
the travelor.  He had with him all sorts
of stores, including canped plum  pud-
ding and boaed turkey. As he drew the
traveler's wrm in his uond assisted bim to
the place where breakfast was awaiting
them, he said, **1 wish you & merry
Christmas!”

It was the merriest Christmas the
traveler bad ever known, snd when he
returned to England with more new
lukes and two  private sources of the
Nile, he said that all his honor could
not give him the delight which bhe had
known during his last Christmas in Cen-
tral Africa sfter awakening from his
terrible dream of the twelve native kings.

e ———

Be not over hasty in making a bargain,
Study first both the advantages and dis-
advantages.

This country devores: over 600,000
acres 1o tobacco raising.

e ——
Chicago’s First Citizen.

The Chicago Tribune. in closing an
slaborate urticle on Hon. Carter H. Har-
rison, Mayor of that city, gives the fol-
lowing ns Mr. Harrison's opinion of St
Jacobs Oil: ~When I first found myself
suffering from the rheumatism, my lead-
ing thought naturally was to call a phy-
sivinn, but my neighbors all |uh'i.-q-1rulr-
to try St Jacobs Oil, the Great German
Remedy. | procured some of it imme-
diately, and found it excellent for that
ailment.

Choose your wife as vou wish your
children to be.

If vou foel dull drowsy, debilitated, have
froquent beadnche, mouth ™ tastes bad, poor ap
petite, tougue coated, you are suffering from
torpid liver or “biliousness.)  Nothing will
cure you so speedily and permanently as Dr,
Plerce's "(iuhk:n Medical Discovery,”” By all
druggists.

We are 0o longer happy so soon as we wish
to be happler,

Who bas not scen the fair, [resh young girl
transformed in & few months ioto the pale,
haggard, dispirited woman! The sparklin
cyos are dimmed, and the ringing labgh bear
vo more.  Too otten the causes are disorders of
the system which Dr. Pleree’s “Favorite Pre
scription” would remedy In & sbort tme. Re
member, that the “Favorite Prescription’ will
unfailingly cure all “female weaknesses,"” and
restore bealth sod beauty. By all druggista.
Send three stamps tor Ljr. Plerce's treatise on
Diseases of Women (8 pages.)  Address
Wokto's Meotcal Associatioy, Buflslo,

Keop good company, and you sball be of the

nDumber, -
The Bilions,
dyspeptic and constipsted, abould address, with
two stamps for pampllet, Wont.o's Dispexss-
BY MepicaL AssociaTioy, Baffalo, N. Y
What we learn with pleasure we cannot for-
DANGER SIGNALS,

Buzz saws,

Bull dogs,

Green watermelons,

Didn't know it was loaded plstols,

Oplum sbops,

Gambling dons,

Dull razors,

Counterfelt notes,

Rams' horns,

Horuota' nosts,

Lightolog roda,

Mules’ lilnd legs,

Nitro glycerine cans,

Forty-rod whiskey,

Weak stomachs, from which result indiges
tlon, dyspepsla, snd varfous blood aflections
are also signals of danger which should be
beeded without delay, aod for which Burdock
BHlood Bltters are especially  sdapted
This medicioe renovates, purifies and strength-
ens the cirenlatory organs, thus building up the
cntire system

W. A. Edgers, of Frankville, Canada,sut-
fered from a disease of the liver and kig-
noys, that brought bim so low his life was
despaired of ; be lay for thirteen days with-
out an operation of the bowels, aftor tak-
ing one bottle of Burdock Blood Bitters be
was onabled to loave his bed and drive out,
three bottles more completed & cure, and
he sayw that he (s wow & better man than
be has been for twenly years.

FARRAND, WILLTAMS & 0., Wholesalo
Agta, Detrolt, Mich,

Little things console ua, because little things
affllet ua

J L:’W 1.
ﬁw%mc Ou.u%n of

He thinks it »

vill wever be without

Willlam 4. C in, of Bomerville, Mana.,

says: In the fall of 1596 1 was waken with |
ULEEDING OF THE LUKGH, followed by & sevire
.1 lost my appetite and fesh, and wus
confined to my bod,  In ISTT | was mlmltuul Lo
the boapltal.  The doctor sald 1 Lind s hole in
my lung as big as o halfydollar, At one tine
report went around that I was dead. 1 gave
ﬂ: hﬂa but s friend told meof DR Wil
AM HALL'S BALSAM FORTHE LUNGS. |
& bottle, when to my surprise, I comumetee
feel botter, and to-day I feol better thun for

years pst.
1 write th Mpm'fu'“n one afieted with
u W take DR. WILLIAM

HALL'S BALSAM, and be convinced that
CONSUMPTION CAN BE CURED. I can pos
itively say it has done more good then sll the
other leines I bnve tuken sfuoe wy slokuess.

Mankind are more indebted to Industry than |
ingenuity.
The Chinese must go, and all Amerioans
Id go—and buy s bottle of Carboline, the |
deadorized potroleum bair renewer aod drosser
Bince the recent improvement, no preparation
ever had such s sale or gave such geueral satls
faction as Carbolive. Sold by all drugglsts,

No one is ever fatigued after thé exercise of
forbearance,

“All the Ills that Flesh Is Helr to,”

Arising from Impurity of the blood, torpld
liver, r'r‘ufulu bowels, disordored kidneys, ete.,
can be salely

'y and pperdllj cured by BuRDOUK
Broop Birress. Price 81,00, y

Iu general, pride ia at the bottom of all great
mistakes.

Honorable Mention,

Of ull the remedics on carth that well may
¢k Un attention, Dr, Tnosmas' Ecrecrme OiL
commands cepecial mention. For wondrous
power Lo cure diseasc, its fame there's none cay
throttle. Its merita are not In the puff, but
are foside the bottle.  Rheumatism, nruralgia,
sore throat, asthma, bronchitls, diptitheria,ete.,
are all cured by Thomas' Eclectrie Oil

Life always takes on the charscter of its
motives,

wigraving mopreswis (he Luangs in (& Leatthy
shate |

A GOOD FAMILY REMEDY !
STRICTLY PURE. ‘

RARMLESS TOTHE MOST DELICATE

n&n faith lt'g CONSUVYPTION |
as heem L FDwoarpothar rom-
ios and Physicluns have |

ailed to effsot a ours. |

WILLIAM O roams, werchan of Bow Ing Giresn Va
writes April 4, LAY {, 1list he waat o« o khow that the |
Luwa BaLsam bascured nis motier of Uosusimp
tign, After the phyaleian ol Roven oec op ax Ineural &
He says, of! ore Koew g hor g Dave Galien U D s o
..idl::"l curad ;) by Lhllks all »0 amicted soould give |1
10

Wit iad A GEARAM &k Co, wholsale dmge 4
Ennoavl e, in, wrie ua of the cure of Matv was
FureMaN & wellknoan eics o, Wi b been sl mi
with Hronchlon o IRswo <t Latia It two vo 5 ar~, The
I.umnlli?lu- cired bim. ad It has mauy olhers, o

.

VOLUNTARY BOITORIAL FROM THE DUSUQUE
HERALL,

ALLYNS Luns HaLsam s & popular remeds 15 Dy
bugue s thy surr wedlng ooty The drug. lats
Wil we nave inlorvisesd (o e ond U0 Dhe ale of aff
Fewwiid romned s for Lon @ Diasas -, all speak in high
termnd of Alben's Lang Malssm oo ooy w4 having the
Iarges wale, DUl f @iving sutiw oatisfa Taon wihereser
It i wsd,  Dooreinthon 0 it exonlie it eur wive preper
te wecan speak from Ppoeoiance, haviug used 1t in
our fumily for s long thine

As an Expeotorant it has No Egual,
For Sal= by all Madi~tna Nas'srs
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Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Sciatica,
Lumbaga, Backache, Headache, Tosthache,
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OLIVET COLLEGE.
Shipherd Hall Restored.

The Winter term opens
Janunary 4, 1=83,

Send for caﬁlogue or
write for information to

George W. Keyes, Sec'y,
Olivet, Mich.
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WEBSTER’S
UNABRIDGED.

In Sheep, Russia and Turkey Bindings.

“A LIBRARY IN ITSELF."

Al the Intest oditton with 118,000

(-' I'J T Words, (i, v more (b tl.l any
other Eoginh ' tctionary.)

Tl’ I." Biographical Dicilonary

- wh ch 't oontans gives href facke

e e ming B, 700 note persons.

Ijl,' \' In Fllustrations — o7 in pam-

“+3 & er, inbout three Umes ns man: as

found in uny other « icLonary.)

HOLIDAY «-IFT.
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ory Child, Friend; for tol day, 1irdide;, )\ e

g, o 8oy OLBAr o cus on,

Rt is the best practical English Dictlons
ary Extant. —Lowfosn Lawréecte Heviwe,

Itisan ever=presentund rellable school
masterto the whole tamily.—5.5 Herald,

G, & C. MERRIAM & CO., Publiskers.
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